THE    OLD    MAN
upon the benches in the forward cabin. Our senses reeled
with the frightful insane motion of the boat. We wondered
dully what would happen to us and whether our tiny craft
could possibly ride it out. The grey tormented sen was
covered with lumps of ice of every size which hurled them-
selves at her sides so that her timbers creaked under the
strain, or they rumbled along her hull with the noise of
chariot wheels. Hour by hour we pumped the bilges for the
oily water collected there without ceasing, slopping beneath
the floor boards and darting up black tongues beside us as we
lay on the benches. But later it gained on us and we baled
as well in the after peak. We scooped up the foul water
with the tin baler and poured it into a bucket. When the
bucket was full we emptied it over the side and went to work
again. Melting snow leaked and dripped from the deck on
to the bodies prostrate on the cabin benches. It lay around
them in pools and splashed from the benches on to the floor
boards.
Suddenly the hatch over the forward cabin was flung
aside. From the rectangle of light that abruptly opened up
above us a whirl of snow and spray rushed in. The four
bodies clinging together on the benches stirred and sat up.
Matheson was in the hatchway framed against the grey day-
light. He was excited and perturbed and the spectacle of
him thus was so unwonted that we did not at first realize the
significance of what he said.
He said, " We'll have to beach her. It's our only chance.
She won't ride it out and the ship'll not be coming in this.'*
* And he dropped into the cabin and began to collect
together our gear. The thunder of ice crashing along the
sides of the boat seemed at first the only sounds that filled the
tiny cabin. Then presently, through the cannonade, I
heard the engine running. I heaved myself up on deck, but
half-way up I halted and remained seated on the coaming
with my legs dangling in the darkness below. I forgot that
spray and snow were whirling down on to the others beneath